had been led by zigzag paths and small steps made of
dark, pitted rocks down to the lowest garden terrace,
the sun was already sinking over the water. The bright
tint which it gave to the mist and the dainty feathery
clouds on the horizon was not red, but a flaming, metallic
green, and this intensified the cool, virgin freshness of
the approaching evening. Sea-gulls drew their white arcs
of flight over the surface of the water, and a red-brown
sail returning home was dyed bkck by the fast-sinking
disc of sun. Then it quickly became dark and very
quiet, and the growing, continuous noise of the breakers
faded into a part of the stillness.

Ambrosius sat down on a stone bench and with a
feeling of deep pleasure allowed the twilight to engulf
him. When he had sat thus for a time, he threw his
cigar away and laid his clasped hands on a stone
balustrade. A startled lizard slipped across the path and
disappeared. Below, in the noise of the breakers, which
seemed to be increasing with the turn of the tide, voices
could be heard. A high boyish voice, and the deep,
soothing voice of a woman. Ambrosius, somewhat
disturbed, bent forward and looked down. He could
make out a small figure that jumped from rock to rock
in the twilight below, trying to reach the beach. It
was a boy, who sometimes stood still and turned back
towards the sea, calling and waving with his arm. Finally,
with one bound, he reached the edge of the garden below
the bathing cabins, broke straight through the bushes up
the hill and emerged on the terrace at the feet of Am-
brosius. He swung himself over the stone balustrade,
seemed to be startled by the unexpected sight of this
large, strange and motionless man, but pulled himself
together immediately, gave a polite greeting in Italian
and ran on. A breath of moist freshness lingered behind
his small figure, Ambrosius, smiling gently, touched by a
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